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September seventeenth, JpJp, 10 p.m.

I AM in good spirits to-night, after a month or more of
anxiety. Joyce is again in Helen's custody, and everything
is going to be all right.
Their school resumed work to-day. I came down with
Joyce, explaining that I had an errand in Baltimore, which
is true, though I purposely timed my appointment there to
coincide with her journey. She was candidly suspicious of
my motive, and inclined to be resentful when she learned
we were travelling together.
"I hope you aren't afraid I might elope with some
stranger," she said, ineffectually trying to be jocular.
"Not at all," I declared, "but I have to go down, anyway,
and I shall be very proud to be seen in your company. Of
course," I added, pensively, "if you're ashamed to have
your infirm parent along, I can go on a later train."
There wasn't much she could do, after that, but assure
me of her great joy, so we planned the trip; and, on the
surface, it was pleasant enough. But Joyce's surmise that,
in my opinion, she needs a bit of supervision, isn't a bad
guess. In fact she knows that I have been disturbed about
her recent social activities. She has been playing around with
a pretty gay set, seeing entirely too much of young Merrick
and a chap named Masterson, who thinks he is going to be
a story-writer.
I made an effort to learn something about the nature of